
The Tragedy ^/Hamlet 

1 doc beferch you giuc him Icaiie to goc. 

Kwg. Take thy faire hourc L^ertesXxtnQ be thine. 

And Thy bcR graces fpend ic at thy will : 

But now my Lofin Wamlet^^nd my fonne. 

Pam, A little more then kin, and leflc then kinde. 

King. How isitthattheclowdcsftillhangonyou. 

Warn. Not fo much my Lord, I am coo much in the fonne* 
Qmcne. Good H^w/^i^caft thy nighted colour off 
And Jet thine eye looke like a friend on T>enmarke^ 

Doe not for cucr with thy vailed lids, 

Seeke for thy noble Father in theduft. 

Thou knotv’ft tis common all that lines muft dye, 

Pafling through nature to eternitic; ' 

Pam, I Maddam.it is common* 

^ee. If it bee 

Why feemes it fo perticuler witltthcc, 

Pam. Seemes Maddam,nay it is,I know not feemes^ 
Tis not alone my incky cloakc could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary futes offolcmne black. 

Nor windic fufpiration of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye, 

NorthcdeicAed hauior ofthe vifage* 

Together with all formes, moodcs^fhapes of griefe 
That can denote me trucly,thefc indeed feeme, 

For they are adlions that a 0 )an might play, ' 

But I haue that within vvhich paflesfhowe, 

Thefc but the trappings add the fuites of woe. 

Ktng^ Tis fwcete and commendaible in your nature 
To giuc thefe mourning duties to your Father, 

But you muft know your father loft a father. 

That father loft,loft his,and the furuiuerbound 
In filliaJ/ obligation for feme tearme 
To doe obfequioixs forrowcs,but to perfeuer 
In obftinatc condoIement,is a courfc 
Of impious ftubbornefle, tis rnmanly griclc. 

It fhowes a'Wili moft incorreft to heauen, 

A hart vnfortificd,or mmdc impatient. 

An vndcrftanding fimple and vnfchoold. 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 
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PrhcecfDemarke. 

. , jnv the moft vulgar thiflg to fence, 

S;hv ftiould we in our pecnilh oppofition 
Take itto hart,fic,tis a fault to bcauen, 

1 Sagainftthedcad.afault tonature. 

To rcafon moft abfurd,whofe common theame 
1 . j-ath of fathcrs.and who ftill hath cryed 
From thefirft courfc, tillhc that dyedto day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 

This vnpreuailing woc,and thmkcofvs 
As ofafather/or Ictthcworld take note 
You arc the moft imediate to our throne, 

And with no lefTe nobility of loue 

Then that which deareft father bearer his fonne. 

Doe 1 impart toward you for your intent, ■! 

In going backto fchoole to 
Itis moftretrogardtoourdefite. 

And we bcfccch you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the chearc and comfort of our eye, 

Ourchiefcftcoiirtier,coftn,and our fonne. 

Quee. Let not thy mother loofc her prayers Hdmkt^ _ 
I prithee flay with vs, goe not to 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis a louing and a faire reply. 

Be as our feife in DcnmarkcjMadam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof^ 

No iocond health that Denmarke dfmkcs to day. 

But the great Cannon to the clowdes ftiall tell. 

And the Kings rowfe the hcauen fhall brute againe, 

Rclpeaking earthly thunder; come away. Wlorish. ExeUtttall 
Ham. O that this too too fallied flefli would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and lefoluc it felfc into a dew. 

Or that the eucriafting had not fixt 

His cannon gainft fcale flaugbter,6 God, God, 

How wary jftalc, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on t,ah fiejtis an vnweeded garden. 

That growes to feed,things ranck and grofe in nature, 

Pofleffc it mcercly that it (hould come thus 


